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JUST AS THE POWERFUL 
PLANE IS ABOUT TO LEAVE 
THE GROUND, U.S. JAMS 
THE PLANE'S ELEVATORS, 

PREVENTS THE TAKE-OFF.' 





FELLAS, WHEN YOU GO FOR ALL- 
OUT SPEEP, YOU WANT TO B" 
SURE EVERYTHINQS UNDER CON- 
TROL. INSIST ON U.S. ROVAL 
BIKE TIRES, WITH THEIR SPECIAL j 
BUILT-IN SKID CHAIN, FOR REAL / 
CONTROL AT TOP SPEED. 





'FORSPEED PLUS SAFETY, 
'S THE TIRE WITH THE BUILT- 
IN SKID CHAIN FOR ME".. 
SAYS U.S. ROYAL 



U.S. ROYAL BIKE TIRES, WITH THE 
SPECIAL BUILT-IN SKID CHAIN, GIVE YOU 
TOP PERFORMANCE AND PERFECT CON- 
TROL. NOWONDEEU.S. JSAMERICA'S 

FASTEST-5ELLING BIKE TIEE-' 
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Just mail coupon below. ORDER MASKS BY NAME J f 

as listed in this ad. All masks priced at $2.95, except Santa I s 

Claus($4.95).Wtenpackagearrivespaypostmantheprice j ' 

plus CO. D. postage (we pay postage if cash is sent with | - 

order). Sanitary laws prohibit return of worn masks. All ( , 

masks guaranteed perfect. j NA me 

RUBBER-FOR-MQLDS INC. I street.. 
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HE'LL TRIP HIMSELF UP 1 
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SOMEDAY ANP THEN J 




YOU'LL GET HIM .' -^F-a 
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MEANWHILE, I HAVE Tt 
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THINK OP IT.'THE ) / AND YOU WEREN'T i- 
CHANCE OF A <*— >J EAVESDROPPING .' IM 

LIFETIME TO MIHSLB \ NOT SO UOpEY l'P FALL 
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TAKE THIS MUG. F'RINSTANCE 
EVER SEE SUCH A CLUCK ? 
YET HE'S KING OF MILLIONS 
OF PEOPLE AMD THEV THINK 
HE'S A GREAT GUY f WHO 
THINKS I'M A GREAT GUY? 
NOBQDY.' 
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$C that moment ■■■( A 


)b!A\ 


C T^ 35 




EATOA4AT.' I HAVE HEARD 
ABOUT THIS EATOMAT.' 
WE CAN DINE THERE, J 
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THE BUM.' WE WONT KV/W 
EVEN GET A /MEAL IN -^— tj 
A HIGH-CLASS RESTAURANT V 
~»— ^OUTOF HIM.' ]^A 
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/ intriguing! 

HOW DOES 
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PONT VOU GET IT, CHIEF ? } 
SLUGS/ AND HIS BOfS 
MUST HAVE KIDNAPPED 
KING BLOG AUP TAKEN 
OVER THE KJMGDOM OF -" 

of- negosia .' woozy 
WAS with dav/s when 

0LOG WAS KIDNAPPED 
AMP SLUGSV TOOKH 
ALONG FOR SOME 
REASON .' 
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LET US HURRyTO I 
THE PALACE, My P* 
FRIENDS : ME MUST 
SEE THIS MARl/EL . 
WITH OUR OWN A 

. eyes.' ^*S 


A REAL GANGSrESf ^ 
,. goopness .' do you 

) THINK WE CAN PERSUAPE 
' HJM ID MACHINE GUN 

SOMEBODy JUST LIKE 
•v. IN TOE MOVIES? y 
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r OWE OH, WOOZY! 
MY PLANE'S WAITING.' 
I'VE GOT My MAN .' THE 
NEGOSIANS CAM SHIP 
THE REST OF SLLIGSV'S 
HOODS WHE 
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NEGOSIA IS TOO POOR > 
FOR ME TO BOTHER WITH l, 
HERE I CAN WIN *__^^ 
FORTUNES EACH J j 
DAY.* LOOK! y^ L 


' WELL, THIS ISN'T } 
ONE OF THE FOR-/ 
' TUNES, YOUR "S 
MAJESTY! ALL THIS I 
—f MONEY AWU / 
I JEWELRY /S ^-i 
jy, STOLEN I 
^ //(PROPERTY.'/ 
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/HELLO, JS THIS THE J 
/ PAIHT STORE? CAN K 
I YOU SEND A PAINTER I 

tai^ over Right away, J 
•p-—! please lr~S 
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I see you'vf 

BROUGHT YOUK 
OWN LA DPS H ' 
THAT'S MIGHTY 
THOUGHTFUL 
OF YOU" 




^^^^ /^v PJINTCD.,,1 


^^r - — -v V w ^< HE 's r^ 


B^^^i^x V sons!) 


m^€i 












SL^ftv 




BL ft «lT 




■ v jtr 




1 y^NN- ^U^ i\ 




^■^ Xr^s^ki \ 




W TO 


;i^a 4 



POLICE COMICS 




j|i.can while— 


W^M 


/yes, butithiwk ^. c 
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THINK THAT WAS 
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TO'pon' wanna SHOCK 

An' STARTLE 'EM RIGHT 

BACK 
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TIMOTHY O CONNOR.' Ytvs the truth,^ 

HOW CAN YOU SAY THAT /AGNES.' HE WAS A 
ABOUT YOUR OWNj-—f BRAT, ANP NOW HE 

R ? J 1 WANTS TO PARK HIS 

KID WITH us 




HER PICTURES ARE SWEET "V" WELL l MAV8E 
LOOKING, PAD.' AND BESIDES, ) YOU'RE RIGHT.' 
SHE'LL ONLY 8E HERE A FEw7 BUT I CAN'T 
EWYS.'J — -^P- SEE WHY H£^/ 
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PFStMHH f ivs 
AWFUL ' p,p V° u 

MAKE IT OUT OF LAST 
WEEK'S GROUNPS? 
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H|,TEP .' I'M GtAP V HI.LOVBUGHTf 
VOU'RFEARLy.'I S. WHERE IS SHE- 
WAN'T YOU TO SEE \ KIDS USUALLy 
AW LITTLE COUSIN )GO FOR ME IN 
BEFORE SHE 
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EXCEPT WHO, SISTER? N/TkNEW^ 

YOU'RE IN A SPOT.' IF \ THE NUMBER.' 

YOU KNOW, YOU'D BETTER/?' JONAS ^ 

TELL QUICK.' y { PUPRICK > 

WROTE ME 




/A WIRE TO THE 
/TRIGGER.' THE SOUND 
/ OF HIS VOICE IN THE 

TRANSMITTER WOULD BE 

ENOUGH TO SET (TOFF 
\ AND RILL HIM— FIRST 
\ RING ON THAT PHONE, 

\ WASfM7A£. 



MINE, J'M\J DON'T ACCUSE 
AFRAID' I \ANVONE WITHOUT 
PULLED THE \ WINKING, 

THING APART h SPANDRlLL.' 
WITHOUT <7 SUPPOSE WE 
THINKING.'^) I LEARN EVERY- 
THING WE CAN 
FIRST! 
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But it is not the -police 
number that Spandrill 
has dialed.... 

LOOK, CHIEF, I DID IT.' AND I 
GOT THE EVIDENCE, THE ONE 
PAPER WITH HIS PLAN WRITTEN 
OUT IN full: THE COPS CAN ' 
HAVE EITHER ONE OF TWO 
SWELL SUSPECTS I'VE 
FRAMED TO TAKE 
THE FALL 
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TN Ashfork there is a house, built of rock and 
■*■ cement, that has stood longer than the oldest 
residents can remember. It is a house of mys- 
tery; a gloomy pall pervades its interior even 
when it is well lighted. Many people, passing 
this house on the highroad, point to it and say, 
"The terrible old man — there is where he lives." 

The "terrible old man" is Jay Harkness II. 
No one knows just how old be is, but they 
know he is more than eighty. The story be- 
hind Jay Harkness II is an incredible one; he 
was associated with the lumber industry in the 
north, and bis rise to wealth was rapid. 

Harkness took a serious interest in the lum- 
ber business on the death of bis father, the 
original Jay Harkness, and from that day on 
the son grew more powerful. 
. By the time he was fifty, he owned all the 
most productive tracts in the territory. But he 
was bitterly hated. He had acquired most of 
the land by freezing small owners out. 

Jay Harkness II was still hated; the passing 
years had done nothing to soften the opinion 
his associates held of him. 

It is said that beneath Jay Harkness' big 
house there is a dungeon where honest men 
were once tortured into signing over their hold- 
ings to this lumber tycoon. Just Stow true this 
is, nobody knows. Certainly no one in Ashfork 
has seen the room. But still the evil rumor per- 

"It's there, all right," said Jed Monahan, 
one evening in the Emporium Store. He was 
'talking to a traveling salesman who had 
brought up the subject of the room. 

"I know it's there," 'went on Monahan, "be- 
cause one of the McCandless boys — he's an old 
man now — had his thumbs cut off in that room 
just so's he'd sell out to Harkness." 

The salesman shivered. "It sounds like some- 
thing out of a fairy tale," he said. "I'd like 
to see the room, if there really is one." 

Two strangers in the store, which also served 
as the Ashfork bus station, 'were listening to 
this conversation. They were Plastic Man, the 
rubber whirlwind of the P. B. I., and his dopey 
but likeable co-worker, Woozy Winks, The pair 
had come to Ashfork on an early bus and 'were 
hanging around the store to pick up informa- 
tion on the same subject the men were dis- 
cussing. 

Woozy nudged Plastic Man. "Hear that, 
Plas?" 

Plastic Man nodded and signalled to Woozy 
to stow the gab. 

Monahan 'was talking again. He said, "Then 
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there was them two Deaken brothers, who own- 
ed the East River tract. I think it was about 
1903 that Harkness wanted that tract, so what 
did he do but get them two in his dungeon 
and twist their arms till they signed the deed." 

Plastic Man and Woozy got up and 'went 
outside. It was just getting dark. 

"Say," said Plastic Man, "old man Harkness 
must be a good sport, eh?" 

Woozy shivered. "I'm for callin' off this as- 
signment, Plas. I don't like the setup at all." 

"But Harkness has offered a fat fee for pro- 
tection, Woozy," Plas demurred. "We can't af- 
ford to turn down a thing like this until we 
find out more about it." 

Woozy wasn't satisfied with that sort of log- 
ic. "But what if he tosses us into that hole?" he 
asked. 

"He w 



aid Plastic Mai 



"Don't 



When Pla; 



: Man and Woozy reached the 
ugly, rambling Harkness house, a somber-faced 
Swede met them at the door. 

"Th' master be upstairs in his study," the 
Swede told them. "He bane ex.pectin' ye." 

They started up a huge staircase, which led 
them into the gloom of the upper rooms. Be- 
yond an open door at the head of the stairs 
they could see an old man sitting bolt upright 
in an easy chair. He bellowed an invitation 
for them to enter. 

"I'm Harkness," he barked in a foghorn 
voice. "Set down." 

Jay Harkness II wasted little time getting 
down to business. It seems he had asked Plastic 
Man to take a job as his bodyguard because 
he had heard of his great success in foiling 
other plots to murder rich men. Now the old 
man amplified his wishes. 

"I'm rich," he said. "I'll double what I first 
offered, if you get the devils who are trying 
to kill me. They're around here somewhere." 

Plastic Man leaned forward in the chair he 
had taken. "You have no clues to their identity, 
sir?" he asked. 

"No definite ones. But 1 have an idea that 
a gang run by Clem McCandless is making the 
threats. He used to be a lumberjack, afore he 
took to evil schemin'. If you get him, I think 
you'll have the ringleader." 
■ "McCandless." Plastic Man's mind clicked. 
That was the name of the man who had lost 
his thumbs in the mystery room. Perhaps, now 
that Harkness was afraid he'd be killed, he 
would be easier to approach on the question 
of the room. 
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"Mr. Harkness," Mid Plastic Man, taking a 
shot in the dark, "is there a dungeon under 
your house? I've heard tales of it around town." 

Harkness glared; then a slow grin softened 
his stern face. "Why, yes," he said. "I guess 
you'd call it a dungeon. You see, my father wit 
a student of ancient history, and he liked a 
touch of realism around the house. He built 
such a room below the basement. But I haven't 
been down there in years." 

"I'd like to see it," said Plastic Man. 

Harkness started. "What for?" he demanded. 
"What's that got to do with your finding a 



uld-be murderer?' 
"You want 
Plastic Man. 



"If 



thai 



Harkness bellowed for the Swede. When th* 
man entered, the old tycoon rubbed his hands. 
"Take these fellers down to the dungeon," he 
ordered. "Stay with 'em till they see their fill." 

The dungeon lay three floors underground. 
To reach it the men had to walk down a 
crooked stone stairway, eroded and mouldy 
from the effects of moisture and time. At the 
bottom of the stairs a heavy iron door creaked 
when the Swede opened the old-fashioned lock 

A solid stone cubicle, the room resembled an 
ancient torture chamber. Rusty rings and an- 
tique handcuffs hung on the walls. Lengths of 
rusty chain littered the, floor. In the center of 
the room was a rack, where some poor devils 
had no doubt been twisted into painful sub- 



After Plastic Man had noticed that a small 
door was cut in the wall across the room, he 
signalled that he had seen enough. The Swede 
said nothing as he led them upstairs again. 

"I'll take the case," Plastic Man told Hark- 
ness, when they were back in the study. 

"That's the spirit," beamed Harkness. "And 
you'll stay here, of course. Dinner is at eight." 

He waved his hand and nodded, seemingly a 
signal that the interview was over. After Plas 
and Woozy had left the old man, the Swede but- 
ler accompanied them to two adjoining rooms 
on the same floor. Then he disappeared. 

After dinner, a silent affair, Plastic Man and 
Woozy returned immediately to their rooms. 
And at midnight, when Woozy was snoring 
peacefully, Plastic Man sneaked out into the 
hall and tiptoed down the stairs. It was an 
easy matter to find the dungeon stairway and 
just as easy to slip into the room without open- 
ing the heavy door. Plastic Man could make 
himself paper-thin when occasion demanded. 

He went at once to the small door on the 
far side of the room. Fortunately, it was un- 
locked. Pulling the door open, Plastic Man saw 
a closet of shelves, on which were stacked sev- 
eral rows of large, musty books. He pulled one 
of the volumes out and found it filled with 
names and dates. After each such entry there 



was a description ai the method of "'persua- 
sion" used to force the victim to sign deeds. 
"Rack , . . Imprisonment 15 days . . . Starva- 
tion" were some of the items of torture and 
coercion listed. 

"Hm," said Plastic Man, "quite a volume." 

Since the entfies went back more than 150 
years, Plastic Man surmised they began with 
Jay Harkness' grandfather. This was the his- 
tory of three generations of torturers — three 
generations of lumber barons. 

The light in the dungeon suddenly went out. 
Plastic Man whirled. A gun flashed, and a slug 
spattered against the stone wall above his head. 
Dropping to the floor he felt a heavy boot slap 
against his rubbery leg. With one snaky hand 
he grabbed for the boot. 

But his unseen opponent was powerful and 
slippery. He twisted loose from the rubber 
man's grasp and moved away unseen in the 
darkness. Plastic Man leaped to his feet and 
shot out an arm fully five yards. His groping 
hand snared a leg. He gripped hard in an ef- 
fort to paralyze the intruder. The man howled 
with pain, and let go another pistol shot. 

"Save your bullets," warned Plastic Man. 
"They won't harm me. I know who you are, 
and I've got the whole story back of your rot- 
ten lumber empire. Turn on the light, Hark- 

The light suddenly came on. But old man 
Harkness couldn't refrain taking one more pot 
shot point blank at Plastic Man. It struck 
harmlessly and richocheted off the wall. Plastic 
Man laughed mirthlessly. 

"You didn't hire me to do this particular bit 
of spying," the rubber man said. "But I had to 
get both sides of the story before I started pro- 
tecting you from the threats of other people. 
No wonder your life is being threatened. You're 
a sadistic thief — one of the worst I've ever 
come across. But there's one thing you're going 
to do, before we go any farther. You're going 
to give back the holdings you stole, and those 
your father and grandfather stole before you." 

"How?" rasped the old man, glaring. "Most 
of the original owners are dead and gone." 

"I don't mean those who suffered originally," 
Plastic Man said. "But many of your victims 
have relatives, heirs. I'm keeping this volume. 
You'll either promise to do this tomorrow, or 
I'll turn this book over to the authorities.. 
Which will it be, Harkness?" 

"All right," grumbled Jay Harkness II. "You 
win. But blast ye, I'd like to pin ye on that 
rack yonder! Ye wouldn't be so cocky." 

Plastic Man laughed. "You forget, sir, I'm 
a rubber man. You could stretch me as far as 
you wanted to, and it wouldn't matter." 

He held open the door to the stone stairway 
and prodded Harkness before him. "Speaking 
of stretches," he said, "you ought to have a 
long one coming to you in a dungeon just like 
this one." 
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In st flash , "Pan Kichards 
Iwcomes Manhunter*... 



THOB OUGHT TO BE SOME- 
WHERE IW THE NEIGHBOR- 
HOOD .' I SAW HIM LESS THAN 
AN HOUR AGO.' 



Manhunters whistle 
■brings TKqj- to ivisside— 
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HE'S PUTTING THE > 

BEAST ON THAT POOR, 

HARMLESS OLD MAN/ 

HOW SHAMEFUL.' 
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I SAY THAT BECAUSE CURTIS 
OBVIOUSLY STOOP WITH HIS 
SACK TO THE WINDOW AND 
THE HAND CAME JN FROM 
BEHIND HIM .'A KILLER LIKE 
THAT WOULD BE VERY DIS- 
APPOINTED JF HE THOUGHT 
HE HADN'T REALLY 
GOTTEN HIS 
MAN 



TOO CATCtf ON FAST, DICK.' J %■■'■■-:. I GRAWK T IF I 
TONIGHT YOU'LL PRETEND ^"' N 4 7 DIDN'T KNOW 
YOU'RE CURTIS IN HIS HOME.' Y MANHUNTER t 
JT'S A SAFE BET THE STRANGLING/ DOESN'T AUSS, 
HAND WILL TRY AGAIN .' AND A. pp WORRY ' 
THOR AND I'LL BE THERE TO ^ V 
GET HIM t 
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T HE WAS IN CHARGE OF AUTOPSIES IN A 

f LARGE HOSPITAL ! X WAS AN ORDERLY 

THESE.' I SMASHED My HAND 

LAUNDRY MACHINE .' CURTIS COULD 

, HAVE SAVED IT, BUT HE WAS DOING 

AN AUTOPSy ON A HUGE 

GANGSTER.' 





IT AMUSED HIM TO 
GRAFT THE DEAD MANS HAND 
ON MY ARM .' I KNEW HE COULD 
HAVE SAVED MY HAND INSTEAD 
OP GIVING ME THIS FREAKISH 
HORROR .' CURTIS HAD TO GIVE 
UP MEDICINE BECAUSE OF 
MALPRACTICE LATER ON ' 
BUT I FOUND HIM '. I 

FOUND HIM ! 



GOSH f WHAT 

A TWIST TO / 

A MURDER 

CASE .' YOU'D 

BETTER CALL ^ 

HEADQUARTERS, 

DICKf THIS'LL BE 

MORE THAN A • 

HANDOUT FOR 

YOUR PAPERS' 






AMERICA'S GREATEST JUNIOR TYPEWRITER VALUE! 



famous 
CmfJWK PORTABLE 

TYPEWRITER 

Mimimrmim 

PERFECT FOR SCHOOL WORK... 

...IDEAL FOR SMALL BUSINESSES! 

Yea, it's back again . . . but only in limited quan- 
tities! We've managed to obtain a limited number of 
these fast, efficient typewriters that we can offei you at a price 
you can't beatl Now, for only $3.98 you can enjoy the speed and 
accuracy of a Simplex Typewriter with new improved features: 
■+ seiwutic l*k»i OttrrtMe * Ai IsefrMsri Kty ff Em* Lfttw 
* *n> Spewf ■» * sWta Free CAPITAL M SMALL LETCH 

ifet/ f(tdg like to make a big hit with teachers and get better 

grades in school? It's easy when you turn in neat, accurately 
typed papers. Don't delay a moment longer! Order your Simplex 
Portable Typewriter today and find out how much fun it is to do 
your homework the easy, time-saving way! 

NY, 9 Modison Avenue, Montgomery 4, Ala. Dept. ST-131 




M*r*ly clip ad and mail to- 
day. Then pay postman 
only $3.98 plus postage. Or 
■•nd cash and we pay 
postage. If not delighted 
return untampered within 
1 days for a speedy refund. 



TOM SAVINGS HABIT UP LIKE MAGICL 
BECAUSE YOI 
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A Real Money-Maker 

For You . . . Because 

rilEIM III IELATHES WILL IELP 

TCI SAVE, MIT Tl SEE ■«* >T WAlxs; 

You'll see those nickels and dimes rapidly 
add up lo mighty dollar bills with this new 
Juke Box Bank that's a gay plastic repro- 
duction of the tuneful ]uke Box down at the 
tr soda fountain, Bring it out at parties 
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m when company comes to call. The c 
and currency will really pour in, beet..... 
•veryene wants lo see it light up electrically 
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and (lash Its bit of advice: "It's Wise to Be 
Thrifty"— to which we might add: it's easy 
to be thrifty when you have an attention- 
gMting. fun-producing luke Box Bank. 

•END NO MONEY; .end only your name 
and address. Then pay postman only $1.98 
Btus postage. Or send cash and we pay 
postage If you are not delighted, return 
*«rhia 10 days for speedy, cheerful refund. 



Put Your Coins in 
Slot and Press-In I 
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